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Al Family History: Vol. 9 
Of Wood and Little 
Demons 


Having arrived at our 
destination, we scouted 
out the town of Yew. 

Had we known how spread 
out Yew really was we 
might have reconsidered. 
Mind you the town is not 
large, especially when 
compared to Britain, but 
it is very spread out. As 
I have said before Yew is 
a breathtaking town. 
Those of you who have 

not my years probably 
think Yew nothing more 
than a large swamp. Yet 
before that swamp came 
into being, nothing could 
compare to walking in the 
Yew woods. Trees so 

large that five men could 
not circle them, and some 
of these giants were 
hollowed out and made 
into homes or hunting 
lodges. The forest could 
calm even an angry 

demon, such was the 

peace in that place. No 
forest I have been in 
since has had the same 
qualities, or the majesty 
of that place. During the 
time we spent in Yew, I 
often went into the 


forest to calm my mind 
and forget my problems, 
but again I’m getting 
ahead of myself. In the 
course of things we 

found places to sell those 
things we had acquired on 
out trip, hides, meat, and 
such. That combined with 
what coin we had left 

put us up with one of 

the farmers just outside 
of Yew. That farmer’s 

barn was not the lap of 
luxury, but it was plenty 
for us. We first went to 
Empath Abbey, since our 
mother had died there, 

and my other sibling had 
lived there until foster 
families could be arranged 
for them. The brothers 

of the Abby had found a 
home for Alczeeair quickly, 
and so he did not have 
any clear memories of 

the place. The brothers 
greeted us kindly at the 
Abby, and they did indeed 
have a record of our 
mother and siblings. The 
information on our mother 
was little more than 
Aleeeair already knew, 

and little to nothing 
about our siblings. We 
found, that because of 
the possibility of violence, 
the records of fostered 
children are never kept. 
We had record that they 
were there, but nothing 
on what had become of 
them. However the 
brothers did tell us that 
we could leave our 
information in those 
records, and should one 
of our sibs come looking 


for their past they would 
at least know who to 

look for. From there we 
took ourselves to the 
winery just outside the 
Abby, and drank ourselves 
somewhere close to 
oblivion. There are, of 
course, Abbey guards to 
make sure that drunk 

fools cause no harm, yet 
they left us alone in 

our misery. We talked 

for quite some time of 
the words our mother 

had asked to be recorded. 
This was her way to 

speak to her children 
from beyond the grave. I 
Suppose some will say 

that this record would 
not be complete without 
those words that she 

left for us, but to me 
they are private, meant 
only for our family, and I 
will not set them down 
here. Now as anyone who 
had had a prolonged night 
of drinking already knows, 
we suffered quite a bit 
for it. It was a very 
lucky thing that we had 
nothing planned for those 
few days, because I do 
not think we could have 
done anything other than 
feels sorry for ourselves. 
It was in fact that 
experience that led to my 
personal description of 
hangovers, which is simply 
imagine a demon the size 
of a small dog, clinging 
to your head with the 
rear legs, while biting 
your scalp, and at the 
same time driving a steal 
bar into your skull with a 


very large smith’s 
hammer. It was somewhat 
unpleasant to say the 
least. Once we were 
recovered we began the 
process of finding a 
Master carpenter that 
would take us as 
students. Yew was, as I 
have mentioned, the 
capitol of all woodworking 
in Britannia. Sadly that 
also meant that there 
were no few students, 

and masters who needed 
students were few and 

far between. Still we did 
eventually find a Master 
willing to teach us. Of 
him I will say little, for 
he has always valued his 
privacy. Should he find 
that I mentioned his name 
here, and caused people 
to bother him about 
anything not related to 
the craft, he would find 
ways to make me regret 
it. I do not mean to 
imply that he is other 
than a good man, but he 
is very thorough when it 
comes to making his 
displeasure known. Never 
in all the years I’ve 
known him has he done 
anything harmful, but he 
is an expert in teaching 
others to respect him. 

He made us demonstrate 
all of our skills, and it 
was the most thorough 
test we had ever taken. 
Over the next year we 
learned more than we had 
thought possible, and our 
Master pushed us as we 
had never been pushed 
before. This of itself was 


the reason that we had 
found him free of 
students, for there were 
few that could pass his 
initial tests, and fewer 
who could stand his style 
of teaching. As harsh as 
that teaching was, he was 
one of the best. We 

both became Master’s in 
our own right, and began 
to acquire a name in the 
world of carpentry. Once 
our Master had stated 
that we could learn no 
more from him, we set 

up our own shop. We had 
dreams of a comfortable 
living and a business 
worth being proud of. 
Such of course was not 
to be. It took only a few 
months for us to realize 
that the incoming money 
from our craft would not 
even pay the rent on our 
shop, not to mention our 
living expenses. The one 
thing that we had not 
known was that our 
Master had the patronage 
of the Abbey, and thus 
paid no rent on his shop. 
The income we had 
expected to live on 
depended wholly on not 
having to pay for the 
use of a building, and 
that small fact alone 
made our plans useless. I 
suppose we should have 
expected it, for he had 
refused to show us the 
running of his business, 
stating only that if we 
wished to learn that we 
should go apprentice at 
the provisioner’s shop 
and leave him out of it. 


In the end we closed 

down our shop, sold 
everything we could, and 
did in fact apprentice 
with the provisioner. 
Since we were already 
Masters in another craft, 
it was not the rather 
strict contract used for 
a young child, but one we 
were both satisfied with. 
The rest of the 

carpentry Masters were 
not very happy about 

that turn of events, for 
under the agreement we 
had made, we supplied the 
shop with quality 
woodworking at just 

above cost, and that 
severely undercut the 
other Masters in town. 
(Our Master on the other 
hand applauded the move, 
not surprisingly since he 
had recommended it.) For 
our indiscretions we were 
barred from the 

Carpentry guildhall. Of 
course the Guild could 
not stop us from 
practicing our craft, and 
the shop became widely 
known for its wood 
crafted products. Banning 
us from the Guild 
actually backfired, for we 
became known as the 
‘outlaw carpenters’, and 
people would buy anything 
with our marks on it 

just because of that. 
Eventually we came into 
coneict with the shop 
owner that we had been 
learning from. He wanted 
to start mass-producing 
items and have us put 

our chop on them. He had 


proposed this before, and 
we had refused. Only the 
items that we had made 
ourselves would bear our 
chop. Behind our backs he 
hired journeyman 
carpenters and began 
selling them as goods 
from the apprentices of 
the ‘outlaw carpenters’. 
I understand that he 

made a large amount of 
money before we found 

out about that. Since he 
had done nothing that 

was technically illegal, we 
posted the information at 
the town hall. We heard 
later that angry 
customers burned down 

his shop using his fake 
apprentice goods, and he 
decided to leave town. 
This left us at loose 
ends, and not entirely 
welcome in Yew anymore 
because of the riots. 
Still our time there had 
given us experience and 
knowledge, and we again 
had ideas on what to do 
next... 


To be continued in AFH: 
Vol 10 


